POSTSCRIPT
were on the move in all directions. It was not yet quite clear that
they were going to seize the whole country, but who could doubt
it?
At five o'clock I shot out of bed again. Another voice, speaking
from Prague, told me The Germans are now occupying the
country from all sides. The radio is giving out the news every few
minutes and telling the population that there must be no
resistance'*
Thanks', I said, and got up and dressed, with the grey not yet
gone from the dawn on that morning of March i5th, 1939. I
went out. Heavy snow was falling. It was a dreary day.
The first trams were plying. The first workers were afoot,
going to their occupations. The first charwomen were getting the
caf<6s ready for the day. Still, as I believe, the vast majority of the
Czech people did not know what the day was to bring. Was
there ever such a tragedy as this? Three days later it was no longer
front-page news in the world's Press. Now, as I write this chapter,
a fortnight later, Bohemia is already a news-cemetery, a sealed
news-box; you ,will never again know what the Czechs are think-
ing, suffering, hoping. The new technique of tyranny enables the
lid to be clamped down on a conquered people with appalling
finality.
Many times in the past ten years I have been tempted to wish to
be a German. • I have been sickened more and more by the contrast
between the revolting and criminal social conditions in England,
which in such places as Shoreditch would disgrace the negro
republic of Liberia, and the well-kept, well-ordered and well-
found condition of Germany. After all, I have often thought, the
Germans at least care for their own people, they give them health
and food and houses and sun and light and air, they do not permit
these monstrous mass crimes against the community, perpetrated
in the interest of the slum landlord. They have a sense of belong-
ing-together, they do not fill the pages of their illustrated papers
with pictures of a few grotesquely uniformed popinjays and
bejewelled dowagers going from ball to banquet while the people
rot and starve.
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